\u3ci\u3eThe language of Birds\u3c/i\u3e by Boyer, R. L.
Volume 2017 Issue 39 Article 34 
7-15-2017 
The language of Birds 
R. L. Boyer 
Follow this and additional works at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle 
 Part of the Children's and Young Adult Literature Commons 
Recommended Citation 
Boyer, R. L. (2017) "The language of Birds," The Mythic Circle: Vol. 2017 : Iss. 39 , Article 34. 
Available at: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle/vol2017/iss39/34 
This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by 
the Mythopoeic Society at SWOSU Digital Commons. It 
has been accepted for inclusion in The Mythic Circle by 
an authorized editor of SWOSU Digital Commons. An ADA 
compliant document is available upon request. For more 
information, please contact 
phillip.fitzsimmons@swosu.edu. 
To join the Mythopoeic Society go to: 
http://www.mythsoc.org/join.htm 
Mythcon 51: The Mythic, the Fantastic, and the Alien 
Albuquerque, New Mexico • Postponed to: July 30 – August 2, 2021 
This poetry is available in The Mythic Circle: https://dc.swosu.edu/mcircle/vol2017/iss39/34 
  
 
The Mythic Circle #39, pg. 62 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The language of Birds 
—for Taliesen 
R. L. Boyer 
   
Nam et ipse Verus Propheta ab initio mundi per saeculum  
currens festinat ad requiem.—Anonymous  
 
I. 
I am not your contemporary. 
My song is older than the mountains. 
My song was written before Time began. 
My song is a symphony of ten thousand voices. 
My song cascades, a waterfall, into the bottomless chasm. 
I sing in a language more ancient than blood. 
 
II. 
I watched as the Inca hid their treasures of gold. 
I watched as Osiris was nailed in his tomb. 
I watched as the angels fell down from the heavens. 
I watched as the God-child was formed in the womb. 
I have witnessed the endless transformation. 
I have flown with the eagle of time. 
I have dreamt the chaotic history of the world. 
I have awakened in the darkness while all others slept. 
 
III. 
I dwell in repose in the very Ground of Being. 
I worship the mystery of Myself. 
I am the One who shall be as I Am. 
I am the One who does not change. 
I am the Axis and Soul of the World. 
 
IV. 
There is something Eternal in everything. 
At times it is as silent as the stars; 
At times it fills the air with music. 
Listen, and you will hear the primal warbling of Nature. 
Listen, and I will sing to you in the language of birds.  
